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nothing else, no one eise, while you stood
over Benedict's body?” ;

“The switch lights shifted. That w
alL”

“Where are they?™ ’

“In the semaphore arms on the Car-
penter side of the bridge,” Justin ex-
plained.

“From where are they opérated?™

“From ths tower near the bridge.”

“On the Carpenter side of the river?’

-r.-.

“How are they operated™

“There's a tower man.”

“Could bhe have seen you from the
tower™™

“Why. of course.”

“And he didn't come™

“He gave no sign.”

“Who is he™

“An old man who'd bad the job for
years and years. I think his name:is
Foran. He lives in a little hut on Doane
street.”

“Perhaps he didn't see us at all,” 1
said. “His wife had died that day. It
was to their house I went, Mr. Winnerly,
when I left the settlement”™

“And you didn't get In?

He ross with alacrity surprising In so
¥g & man. “We're going out to look
over the ground,” he sald. He reached
for his ulster as Rothan returned. "“One
of the men telephoned to me from the
Probate court,” he said, “that the Bene-
dict will has just been filed. It leaves
everything he had to a woman named
Lily Davis.”

“Relative?™

“Apparently not It directs that $20,000
be spent within six months to find her.”

“You might go to Benedict's lawyers,
Rothan, while I'm out. and ask them If
they want us to take the job for tem
thousand.”

“It might cost us more than that™

“It might,” he said.

He drove his own car, a powerful road-
ster, steering It with amazing skill while
he kept up a running commentary on the
panorama of the city that unfolded itselr
as we went northward. Like grand-
mother, he had known its beginnings. Un-
like her, he knew its ramifications, and
his comments gleamed with knowledge of
events and men, touched by a certain dry
humor.

I was glad to see that

his talk was

taking Justin out of himself, for he had °

been strangely gloomy when I had met
him in Winnerly's office. and I dreaded
lest he lose his fighting spirit Why.
0. why, didn't Natalie come to him? I
revolved the thoyght as 1 tried to keep
my attention on the older man’s conver-
sation until I realized that 1 had brought
myself into blazing anger against her.
Then, with a sigh, 1 told myself that
their adjustment of their lives was her
and Justin's affair, not mine. All that I
could do was hold faith In him and give
help to him until he had proven to the
world and Natalie what he need not prove
to me.

We ran through the park to Carpenter
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seen any one so completely panic stricken.
* My dearest child, you went™"™

“Yes, and not much matisfaction did we
pot out of the fellow, though I think we put
the wind up him rather,™ £ Wye tried
to earry it off with a laugh} ~ When I told
him that I intended to bring an action for
Ibel—->

This word broke off on & staceato note. A
surprising change had come into the meek
face under the gray hair net and the elder
Miss Ashton gasped again.

“ Libel? O, no, you can't do that. Yeu
mustn't do anything of the kind. You can't
—can't bring any action! ™

* But, auntia, certainly,. Why not?”

Auntie, breathless and crimson; auntie,
clutching at the silver chain for her eye-
glasses; auntis, of all people, brought out this
parslyzing announcement

“B-bbecause, you see, I sent that an-
pouncement to the paper myself! ™

A second’'s indescribable pause.

Blank anguish on the face of the girl.

In the eyes of the young man, a dawning
and dismayed sympathy. '

Poor lady! He saw it all. Of course! This,

the only relative apparently, belonging to
this particularly attractive girl, Miss Sybll

avenue, then westward to the railroad
station. It was not yet dark, but the
factories along the way were great fort-
resses of light, facading the dusk. The
light from the Benedict plant radiated to
the railway roadbed as we came to the
platform. BStep by step we went with
Kenneth Winnerly, living again those
moments when we had found Benedict.
He measured distances with: hiz eye n
the way of engineers ers he walked
down the track to the bridge. He halted
again, looking up at the tower. He Deck-
oned to us, and we followed him up the
stairs.

A stout, middle aged man opened the
door grudgingly. *“What do yot want?’
he growled at us. - “Are you the night
tower man™ Winnerly asked him. “No.”
he shouted. “Who 18™ “Tom Foran"™
he exploded, \snd shut the door in eur
faces.

Justin and I started back to the plat-
form, but Winnerly halted us. “This is
a short cut,” he said, and led us acrois
the stretch of ground that backed to Fo-
ran's shack. Ny

The old man flung back the door In
answer to Winnerly's knock. He looked
at Winnerly and Justin without curl-
osity, and took the hand I Rheld out to
him. “Mr. Winnerly is trying to find out
more about the murder of Mr. Benedict.”
1 explained, “"and he thought that, since
you are on duty in the tower at wnight,
you might have seen something that will
lead us to the truth about it" o

He motioned us to the, few chairs that
ranged around the room where his wife
had lain dead when I had been in it only
the day before. He had the gqueer, burned-
out look of a man who has lived his life
and who walls with sodden patience for
death to claim him. His eyes seemed to
be looking far beyond us as he answered
Winnerly's question of what he knew of
Benedict's murder. *

“I know all about it,”” he said.

“Will you tell us? Winnerly asked
him.

“There's not so much to tell.” he said, |

kiz toneless old wvolce striking against
the bare walls of the room. “Ive known
Benedict since he came to Staley’'s Bend.
That was twenty-nine years ago In April.
1 was the contract inspector for that sec-
tion. I'd been married just the year be-
fore, and we'd fixed up the house the
way folks do when they're young. and
happy. and loving each other. Lily—she
was my wife—and I had known each
other since we were boy and girl in Jowa.
She—""

“What was her name? Winnerly in-
quired.

“Lily—Lily Davis."

“0, ves,” sald Winnerly.
Benedict came?”

“He was one of the contractors. He
seemed to take a liking to me, and we
grew to be friends. He used to come
up to the house because we were sorry
for him, living in the camp and llking
it none too well. I never thought any-
thing about it. It was the way of the
West in those days, anyhow, and Lily
and I sald to each other that we had

“And thén

Ashton—this aunt—why, she ought to be in
some home!

But she had still enough wits about her to
guess his thought

“I'm not mad”™ she announced, with a
queer tremulous dignity hoiding her own.
“It sounds mad. But I'l explain. De sit
down, Mr. Wye. [ shall have to tell you all
about it now. Of course, it all began with
that—that——" she clearsd her throat, “ that
young man on the fruit farm—"

Sybll Ashtom demanded blankly, “ What
fruit farm?*

“In some place where there were no nice
girls for the young men to get to know, you
know,” the spinster went on tremulously.
“ Bo ene day when he was packing up apples
from a cargo to England he scratched his
name and address with a needle on the resy
peel of the apple and put underneath,
‘ Please write!'"

“ But, auntie—"

“The rosy cheeked English girl who un-
packed that apple beg P
Bybil. And—and it ended in her going right
out to California or wherever it was and
getting married and living happ——"

" Auntie,” cbidly. I fail to see what that
has got te do with this; a story you read in
a book?"™

“ It was so pretty and pathetic,” frem the
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happiness enough to spare a Httle bit for
the lonely fellows who drifted along."
He paused. az if he pondered upon the
tog brief spell of those days while Win-
nerly watched him with consldering at-
tention and Jugtin.and I with breathless

wonder. "“One day I went home from
~work,” he went on, “and found that Lily
had gone away—with Benedict.”
_“What gdid you do? Winnerly ques-
tioned. )

“What can a man do? I hadn’t made
her happy. I figured, and he might, and
so 1 left them to work it out. I got a
divorce and notified her of It, and jet
her know she could take back her name
of Lily Davis." v

“That was why Benedict left her the
money under that name,” Justin mur-
mured to me.’

*1 thought he'd mArry her when he
heard he could. But he didn't. He tired
of her, and he offered to give her ten
thousand dollars—he wns making ‘a lot
of money by that time—If she'd leave
him. , She Jeft him, but she wouldn't tuke
any of his money.”

“Where did she go™

“She e back to me."™ »

“And you took her? .

“What else could I do?™ He stared at
us each in turn. “T always loved Lily.”

“And Benedlet™ .

His old face hardened, * night she
came back, I told her I'd ki1l him. Ehe
begged me not to. It wasn't that she
loved him then. PBut he'd ken her
in the time she'd been with him. She'd
grown afrald. afraid of everything in
the world but me. She'd say to me, “Tom,
If you kill John Benedigt, they'll take
rou fdr It, and hang you.' I us:d to tell
her that I didm’t care, that I'd be willing
to die as long ag I'd sent him .ut shead
of me and he knew why I'd done |t
But she'd say, ‘Tom, if they. hang you,
there won't be any one in the whole wide
world to carg about me, and what'll be-
come of me' So I didn't say anything to
her after awhile about killing Ben:dict,
but I made a vow to myself, that if Lily
died before me, .I'd give him the death
he deserved.”

“Why didn't you kill him when he'd
first taken your wife?™ Winnerly asked.

“I thought she loved him and he loved
her, and would be good to her. When
he treated her the way he did. flung her
away when he tired of her, as |f she'd
been—— Gaod, I had to kill ‘him!"

“When-did you come here?™

“Twenty years ago. 1 always kept my
eye on Benedict. He moved out of Bta-
ley’'s Bend because 1 knew that Lily
couldn't stand it there after every one
knew about her and Benedict. We went
to Denver. Then Benedict moved East
and 1 followed him. Lily guessed why
I came, but she wasn't sure till 1 got
this job in the tower and settled down
here in front of Benedict's factory.

“For twenty years I've
grow, stone on stone, and acre on acre.
For twenty years I've watched John Ben-
edict grow rich while I've seen Lily
growing poorer and poorer. I was never
a man that could make money. 1 work,

incorrigibly romantic spinster, turning te
the beyildered guest, “ and so like Sybfl—"

“Ldke meT "™ her niece protested in a small
scream.

* Dearest, I couldn’t help being reminded of
you. Not the Californian part. But, really,
some nice giris at home here do seem to see
no more young men than if they were buried
alive in apples om fruit farms somewhere.
No, do let me fimish, dear! There are girls
who have ne brethers and no sort of begin-
ning to pet men to come to the house! Pretty

girls, too! 1 was one myseif such
pretty browny-gold hair all gray
now . and po romance at all, except
out of . . of library catalogues -
I think it's herrible . . . but O Bybil,
i does run in fomddies |

* Auntie—"

“Just let me finish,” hurried on the mis-
chief maker, tremulously. “1 thought if I
could only . . . only stop that in time!

If I eould turn it, somehow. . . .
Even if it were all contradicted tomorrow
the idea would have been breught into this
house!™

She turned from the girl—a monument of
embarrassment now—to the young man with
unreadable emetion behind his honest eyes.

watched 1t

‘meeting him. She'd watch me when I'd
g out at odd times, as if she were ask-
ing me not to do anything that would
hurt her.” !

“Care for him?™ He turped on Win-
nerly with a sudden flash of fire in his
embered eyes. “She hated him as I
couldn’'t hate him, for once she'd loved
him! No, she'd have killed him if she'd

but she was afratd. She was al-
wiys afraid after she'd been with him.
That was what he did to people.”

Justin nodded assent to Winnerly =a»
Tom Fogan returned to eventy from anal-
ysis, falling back into that clalr-
voyant manner of ur!ltlv-nln

“] used to sit in the tower there of
nights, waiting for the limiteds and lo-
cals, and look out on the lights of the
plant whers men and Wwomen worked to
make John Benediet richer. I'd think
how he had everything, and Lily had
nothing, and I'd say to myself that the
day would come when he'd pay me for

what he'd done to her. The day came
when Lily died.”

“That was—"

“That was three days back. She'd been

sick for a long time, but she was never
one to say much about it. I tended her
as best 1 could, but the doctor told me a
week back that there was no hope. Thes

. 1 knew that I'd soon have the reckoning

to make. ] had to keep her from gpucss
ing it, though. She might have made me
promise not to touch him. But she went
away without asking me. All she said
was, ‘1'll be waiting for you, Tom. Come
soon.' "

His old eyes scemed to be looking be-
yond us, beyond the bare walls beyond
space, as if they gazed Into other eyes
that met and answered their tenderness.
Some power so Impelling brooded over us
all that 1 knew why Justin set his hand
over mine and why tears glistened in
Kenneth Winnerly's eyes. We knew that,
for all the simple candor of its telling,
we stood In the presence of a great love,
twisted though it would prove to he irte
A revenge. We were all sileat for a long
time. Then Tom Foran went back to
his story.

“I telephoned to Benedict that morn-
ing. 1 said to him. T'm Tom Foran.' He
gasped and spluttered into the telephon-.
‘I live in the shack down Doane sireel,
next to the river. 1 told him. ‘1 want
you to come at 9§ o'clock tomight. If you
don't come to me then I'll go to you
another time.' He didn't say a word, but
I knew he'd come.

“It was half past # when he came.
The Timber Wolf Speclal goes through at
$:51. I let her by and set the signals.
The Sunset Trall Limited comes next, at

It was all different. | &idn't dare explain to
Bybil when she looked so furions—"

The gentle fraud turned again—to a Sybil
looking more furious still

At the sight of it that tremulous flow of
excuse died away. The Victorian aunt fal-
tered . . she took refuge in the weapon
of her times—a weapon even now not with-
out efficacy.

Tears!

With a choking little apology, and fum-
bling in the breast of that gra: silk shirt
for a handkerchief, she sidled ocat of the
drawing room.

“1 say—" exclaimed young Wye, panic
stricken at this sight of an unfamiliar arm.
"1 say, I'm so mad sorry, I—~

“It's you I'm sorry for,® retorted the
flushed and distracted S8ybll. “ Auntie is a—
o disgrace™

“ But, good Lord, she was crying!” urged
the warrior, gazing wiserably at the door of
exit. “I say, Miss Ashton! Go to her, won't
you? Explain to her that as far's I'm con-
cerned. . Heatens above! It's emly
you ladies I was worrying about! As for the
darned old action—libel, indeed! 1 was pull-
ing that manager's leg the whole time. There
won't be another word said, of course!™

:

:
:

i
7

loomed like a great shadow. He

Eray as he stared at me. ‘Then

S dead™ he said, and his voice was no
han a w

. “bu

her

!

a whisper. ‘She's dead,’ 1 told
t her heart died on the day you

1E
2F

away.’
‘I've meant to do right by her, Tom,'
sald. ‘T've always meant it. I've
out my will, leaving every crnt to

e,

‘What good'll it do her™ 1 asked

i

“‘She wouldn't take money Irom me,’
he sald. ‘Can I look at her?”

*“'Neo,’ T told him.

“He edged nearer to me. “Tom.'
sald, ‘you kmow I'm rich. There are
plenty of women I could have married
If 1 didn't marry any one of them it
Won't you let me

“He flung back his head at that 7T
never begged anything of any man,’ he
sald, and he started to the door. ‘T'm
not through with you' I told him, and
stepped in front of him. ‘You're going
to listen to me.

“Ile listened. I told him how Lily had
come buck Lo me. broken and beaten by
life and him. 1 showed him how she'd
come creeping_ up In the night from the
town below the Bend because she couldn't
face the crowd at the station, I told
him how she'd sobbed and clung to me.
I told him how she'd turned te me. and
hited him. 1 told bhim how 1'd planned
to go down to Denver and kill him. but
how ghe'd held me becaube she was afrald
of life without me. ‘“That's what you'd
done to her,’ 1 said to him. ‘to the girl
who had never feared anvthing im this
world or the mext before you toox her.
That's why 1 didn't go after you twenty-
seven years ago. 1 had to wait till Lily
died. And now *

“He'd been listening to me with a queer
look in his eyes while 1 talked of her, a
look of pain and remorse. It changed
when I moved toward him. ‘You're not
—not going to kill me™ he asked me.
‘Not while she lies there™

“‘Because she lles there' 1 told him.

*'We're old men, Tom." he said.

“*‘Not too old to pay the price of our
youth,' 1 eried.

‘He moved back toward the window,
slipped off his overcoat, then made a
Jlunge at me. I'm agile and he wasn't,
and 1 slipped under his arm. Around
and around the room we want. with no
lights but the tapers over Lily's coffin.
Over there, by the little flower stand 1'd
made for her geraniums., he slipped. 1
sprang on him and killed him. IL was
queer, it was so easy. He died easier
than Lily had.

“The clock in the kitchen struck 10.

and unexpected and unexplained thing: eout
of his eyes there glanced for a second the
deep down subconscious persenality of the
It was the essential Arthur signaling
the gweetheart of his sudden cholce. “ Don't
you know me? This is to be our last meet-
ing, is It? After I've seen you? Il
never leave you now! . . "

It was the essential Sybll that signaled
back in a look, “ Why should I let you go™
Then every day took command of them
again and it was as if that instinctive flash
had never been. The conventional Mr. Wye
explained, " 1f we let this go on for, say a
fertnight, Miss Ashton @'you think
you could stand It? Officially, of ecourse;
then, when you—er—jlit me, it won't be such
a shock or seem as If ene of us had treated
the other badly. A girl could quite
decently change her mind in that time,
couldn't she™

*“ Quite,” said the conventional Miss Ash-
ton.
“Then that's understood. But I—I really
ecan't go until that's explained te your aunt.
If you don’t ming—1

Miss Ashton the younger found Miss Ash-
ton the eider sobbing her heart out into her
eiderdown.

he

bridge in two minutes more.

the green and let him through.

“I'd. thought 1'd go down and take
Benedict off the tracks when | saw &

1 went te the 1
another train for twe h
back here, and all
trains, 1 kept watch.
1 felt that Lily knew and understood.

“I told them teoday was leaving
tower and to send amother man.
as he came T meant to tell the polion De
you want me to go with you mow?™

1 looked at Winnerly for an ansgwer,
but it was Justin who spoke. *If you
want to get away., Foran.,”" he said in a
strangely husky wvelce, “you'd bettar geo
now."”

“What about you? Winnerly asked

“I'll take my chances.,” he maid.

Winnerly stood up. *“You cam't do that,
my boy.,” he said, “and there's no meed. 1
know a lawyer whoe can make him tell
that story again so that ne jury will send
him down. And if he doesmn't take it—
but. by God. I'll make him™ His sguare
jaws snapped. “Will you be willing te
come with me?™ he asked Foran. “T think
1 can save you, confession and all”

“It doesn't matter,” Tom Foran said.
“I've always planned to pay the price”
He turped to me, as if seeing me for the
first time. “If anything happens to me,
miss,” he said, “will you put some ger-
aniums in the spring on Lily's grave™

Justin and I stond in the darkness of
Doane street while Foran locked the door
of the little gshack. 1 was struggling to
keep down my sobs when Justin spoke
to me. “After all,” he said, “the love
that holds through the dark is the ealy

j
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one. lem't it™ 1 feit the clasp of his
hand on mine. "0, my dear,” 1 said, “we
can't—"

“Not now.” he sald, but some day—*~

“Perhaps.” 1 told him. as we followed
Winnerly and old Tom Foran down the
street. Beneath the rays of light from
the windows of the Benedict plant the
old man strode on, mot fearfully, as Iif
he were going to trial, but trustfully. as
if he knew the end of the road were set-
ting forth upon his right of way.

(Copyright: 1819: By Mary Eypoen)

By BERTA RUCK

chief of mine. He—Mr Wye—is being meost
awfully kind about all this that's
better . . but O suntis’ T de wish you'd
tell me one thing—"

* Wub—what demrest—™

“Why, why &4 yeu fix uwpen him “—ahe
found herselfl blushing for ne reason—" of
all people, as the bject of this—this ap-
palling experiment ™

“ Because,” sighed the spinster sunt on :he
backtew of & sob. ~ because I knew his uncle.
. 1 mean | danced with him enoa
He wubh—was as good looking as this ena
Perhaps all Arthurs wre. rather. . .
And somehow, Bybil when jeu just men
tioned, casually, this one's narme after you'd
been to that bouse, it bub-brought #t all back.
A siily oid woman's dream. desrwst I—i—I
thought I'd ke to see what those twe mames
looked likein primt . . . together Dem't
scold me, Sybil.™

The girl of & sturdier type was maitad now,
" You absurd oid dariing—I'm met going t»
scold——"

“Then,” took tp, difidently, the weman of
a generation that did sometimes gain 18
ends, aguinst odds, " them will you. dearesi
pleate ask this Mr. Wye to stay to lunch?

After all, you see, the marriags was ah

Bhe fluttered on.
ful in print, though. This morning. . «

" It—it looked so dread-

m“mmwummm
An odd thing happened; an abrupt

don't!

The Endurance of Jokes; Only Two in the World—By George A. Birmingham

ONE--I thiak be was a professer

of Epglish literature — emce said that
there are oaly twv jokes in the world—the
drunken man joke and the mother-in-law
ke, There are, 30 he admitted, maoy
of the two themes, many ways of
the two supremely comic figures;
but when we want to make each other laugh

I

are other jokes. The curate’s egg joke, for
w.whkihunﬂhlhdodﬁc'l&
or mothers-in-law, and the more

an excellent form. The mother-in-law joke
is not so old, but it goes back te classical
times, We find it in Plutarch. “‘A man
once threw a stone at a dog and hit his
mother-in-law. ‘Not such a bad shot, after
all," be said.”

these jokes are, they have lost none of their
freshness for us. Time, it appears, cannot
stale their infinite variety. We may fairly
suppose that they will last as long as our
America may go dry, but the
great comic tradition of the drumken man
will survive even in Texas. The Bolshevists

!_‘
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friend who met him, *‘you will kill sething."
It survived down te the middle of the last
century, and even in our ewn
Bbaw has attempted to galvanize it into fresh
life. But the joke is really .
The lawyer joke, also a good one in
day, is not, I think, so ojd ; but our grand-
fathers were very fond of it. A gentlema
Ulvitld to attend the fuperal of a solicitor,
expressed his surprise that solicitors had
funerals. "I thought,'" he said,
‘‘that when a solicitor died his body was shut
up in & reom for the night and was found

tainty,'" said another gentleman on hearing
of the death of his family solicitor. When
some one remonstrated with him for his
want of e replied, ““Well, if the
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vives in suburban circles. It must be more
than half & century sinee any lady made &
slipper for a curate, so perhaps it is mo
wonder that the joke is wearing thin. To
survive, a joke must have some point of
contact with actual experience, as the
mother-in-law has, and the drunken man.
Bat if we have lost many old jokes of ster-
ling quality we have created a few new ones
which our ancestors kpnew nothing about.
There is, for instance, the *‘politician’’ joke,
which is rapidly becoming popular, Politi-
cians bave long struck me as funny, and for
years I have felt inclined to laugh when I
heard of one. [ did not kmow that they
affected other people in the same way until
one evening when I was addressing an
audience of soldiers in France. In the course
of my speech 1 used the word ‘‘politician,”
without th! slightest intention of making a
joke, just as I might have used the word
*librarian’’ or ‘‘electrician.”” But the me-
ment I said “‘politician’’ the audience be-
gan to laugh and I grasped the fact that I
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The fact is that there is something frre-
sistibly comic about amy class or set of men
who take themselves very seriously and pre-
tend to be superior to the rest of us. We
laughed at doctors when they walked about
with gold-headed canes, talked bastard Latin
and tried to persuade us that there was
something occult about castor oil. We liked

the lawyer joke 5o long as lawyers preterded
that there was a mystical virtue in the jar-

of wigs and robes. We still laugh st the
mother-in-law because, baving managed &
house of her own and reared at least one

over the next geperation, which in its turm
has taken up the job of rumning bouses and
pearing babies. e laugh et a drunken man
because he is a perfect figure of portentous
solemnity with utter imbecility bébind it.

Mothers-in-law and drunkes men always

seem to bave behaved in this way, so the

* Auntie, don't! It's quite allright. Dem't,
Here, take this nice clean bandiker

ranged' .

In a Class by Himself
A!lmiﬂwvnm
some reeruits ia the mysteries of mareh-

After explaining and illuetrating sev-
eral times, he approached the recruit, sised
bim up silently for a couple of minutes
and then demanded his name.

““Casey, sir,”” was the reply.

*““Well, Casey, did ye iver drive & mule?

“Yis, sor.""

““What did ye say when you wanted him
to stop?"’

““Whoa.""

The sergeant turned sway and imme-
diately put his squad in metion. After they

_bad advanced a dosen yards or so be bawied

.
[Cmporight: 1081: By The Chieage Tramed



